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Prologue 


The sun had long since taken its final dive towards the horizon and the sky had faded into inky blackness. 


Beyond the haze was the never-ending void of the universe, a place where anything could, and did, exist. 


Lights flickered amid the clouds, appearing and disappearing before appearing again in an endless rotation. Night 
after night they appeared, too high for anyone to make out what they truly were but low enough for the 
people of San Francisco to know that they were there. Questions had been asked and answers weren't available, 


even to those who should have had access to such files. 


Standing on the Golden Gate Bridge, Mulder stared out in to the Bay, watching as the lights slowly moved 
through their circular sequence. Red-yellow-white-green-purple-blue-red-yellow-white-green-purple-blue. His 
heart was in his throat as he kept his eyes trained on them, his mind trying to explain exactly what he was 


seeing. 


But logic didn't apply in these cases. It never did. Instead, he had to look at everything else that had happened 


to him over the past years to understand what was happening in the present. 


Red-yellow-white-green-purple-blue-red-yellow-white-green-purple-blue, dancing in and out of the clouds, an 


endless circle of something that couldn't quite be seen. 


James sat beside a hospital bed and looked at the man that slept beneath its sheets. Machines pumped out 
information twenty-four hours a day, detailing the patient's condition and carefully monitoring for any 


abnormalities. 


For three months Lars had been in and out of a catatonic state. Originally diagnosed as schizophrenia, doctors 
had quickly come to realise that something else had happened. Something that went far deeper than a quickly- 
triggered mental illness. As the condition worsened, doctors chose to put the drummer in to an induced coma. 


Yet, even with Lars sleeping, the craft still appeared. 


Night after night after night James watched as the disk descended over the Bay. Mostly marred by clouds, 
the lights flickered and danced to a tune that only they knew. They appeared in a pattern that indicated that 
they were attached to something far bigger that was sitting above the clouds. 


It had all started at Download. Lars had disappeared. Disappeared as in couldn't-be-found-anywhere kind of 
disappeared. No one had seen him. No one had heard from him. He'd just vanished into thin air. James's gut had 
told him that it was more than the drummer needing some space. At some point or another, Lars would 


reappear. Or rather, James would hear him before he saw him. 


Yet the festival's heaving grounds had been eerily empty of the smaller man's presence. Panicked, James had 
asked everyone. Calls had been put out. Security were involved. Local police combed known hiding places in the 


area. None of them turned Lars up. 


Finally, and with a heavy heart, James had called in replacements with the guys from Slayer and Slipknot. 
They'd killed it on stage. But they weren't Lars. They weren't his friend and running buddy. They weren't the.. 


same. 


After they'd finished the set, James went back on the hunt. He combed through the trailers and backstage 
area, calling to Lars, hoping, and for the first time in many years, praying, that the drummer would hear him. 


But even among the shadows, Lars was nowhere to be found. 


The space had been on the edge of the festival's site. Along one side, wire fencing cordoned it off from the 
forested world beyond it while rumbling generators and white trucks shaped it in to the perfect square. At the 
heart of the space stood the man that James had spent all night looking for. His back was to the festival and 
his eyes were turned towards the sky. James had called to him, shouted his name, but had had no response. 
Even as James had tapped his shoulder, there'd been nothing, not even a flicker of his eyes. 


For an hour he'd tried to get Lars to respond to him. In the end, James could do nothing more than call the 
paramedics. Lars was whisked away, with lights and sirens wailing, to a nearby hospital. A week later, and 


without even acknowledging the world around him, Lars had been flown back to the US and to a hospital in 


their home city. 


James had believed that money could buy everything, up to and including the best care possible for his little 
friend. But what it couldn't buy was the truth. 


"Still here?" 


Mulder turned to the voice and watched as his partner emerged from the shadows of the bridge's pylons. 
Dressed in a long trench coat, Scully was determined to chase away the chill that drifted in off the Bay. 


"Yeah, still here," he replied. "Pretty incredible, huh?" 


She stopped beside him and turned her attention to the lights. They were still there, fading in and out of the 
low lying cloud. 


"They are pretty amazing. But what are they, Mulder?" 
"You know what they are, Scully.” 


Behind them, cars came and went, their headlights nipping at the ankles of the two sky watchers. But their 
attention was on the road and not on the magnificent light show that was playing out in the sky. 


"Why aren't people stopping?" he asked. 
Beside him Scully shrugged. "We're in San Francisco, Mulder. People could think it's drones, or some other new 
technology. Or perhaps some promotional stunt for a new club. The question is, how they connected to the 


people that we're here to see?" 


Stepping away from the railing, Mulder began to walk back towards the end of the bridge and to their car. 
Scully walked beside him, her hands stuffed in to her pockets. 


"That's the one | hope that we can answer." He paused and took one final look at the lights. "The question is, will 


we unearth more than they already have?" 
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Aliens. That's what Lars had told him in one of his fleeting moments of lucidity. Aliens had abducted him and 
taken him aboard a craft where indescribable experiments had been performed on him. The doctors had 
written it off as part of the psychosis, a figment of Lars's imagination to cover up for the breakdown that 
he'd actually had. The abduction had never happened, and neither had the experiments that the drummer 


couldn't, or wouldn't, describe. 


Six weeks after it all started, Lars appeared to be making headway. He was improving and was slowly working 
his way back in to his body. He was eating independently and had, for one afternoon, sat in the garden and 
soaked up the sun. There had been no more talk of aliens. No more talk of UFOs or experiments. It had looked 


as though he was on the road to recovery. 


And then it had all fallen apart. James had been returning home from an appointment when he'd seen the lights 
in the sky. At first he'd mistaken them for a plane before he'd taken a breath and realised that aircraft lights 
were neither purple nor green. His mind had told him that the lights were drones or lasers being fired from 


some club or bar. 
But his gut told him something else. 


As he'd wound his way to their house, he'd realised that the lights were keeping pace with him. Following him. 
Tracking him. 


For the next mile, they kept up the pace, sweeping along with every turn that James took 


By the time he reached their house, his hands were slick with sweat and his heart was thundering against his 
chest. He didn't want to get out of the car and face whatever was out there. 


After several long and lonely minutes, he slipped quietly from his car. From the corner of his eye he could see 
the lights hanging over the house. They couldn't have been more than a few thousand feet off the ground. 
And, if they were, then whatever they were attached to was one big ass motherfucker. 


The house had been bathed in darkness and the silence had been thick enough to cut with a knife. As his 
footsteps had echoed over the tiled floors, he'd called to Lars. 


There had been no response. 
In that moment, James had realised that his worst nightmares were beginning to unfold. He'd made his way to 
the back of the house and peered through the patio windows. Despite the lack of lighting in the house, the 


power had been on because the lawn had been bathed in the pool's soft light: 


And there, in the heart of the garden, had been Lars. As when James had first found him at Download, he'd 


been frozen in place with his eyes on the sky. 


He'd crossed the kitchen as quickly as he could. The fear had been like nothing he'd ever felt before, thick and 
cloying and threatening to choke him. All James had been able to think about was to get to his friend before 
something happened. 


It had happened. 
Just as he'd known it would. 


As wrapped his hand around the handle of the door, Lars had vanished. There had been no beam of light. No 
noise. No indication that anything was about to happen. One moment he'd been there, staring at the sky. The 
next.. Nothing. 


James had panicked as the fear had finally broken over him. He'd screamed and pulled at a door that was 
mysteriously locked He'd yelled at a world that couldn't hear him, demanding answers that hadn't been 


forthcoming. 


Eventually he'd worn himself out and fallen asleep in a silent house surrounded by darkness that felt a little 


heavier than before. 


When the sun had finally appeared, James had taken a cautionary walk through the house. Nothing was missing 
and nothing was broken. No signs of entry and the only marks were his handprints on the glass of the patio. 


And there, in the heart of the garden, looking like a crumpled rag doll had been Lars. He'd been screaming, that 
much James could remember. But it was like no sound he'd ever heard a human make. Instead it had been a 
scratching sound that had torn at the other man's vocal cords, a painful wail that had risen and fallen in equal 


measures. 


James had somehow managed to carry the smaller man's rigid body to the car and had taken him back to the 
hospital. Unable to silence the scream, the doctors had made the decision to induce a coma. That had been five 
weeks ago and, with no further information, James had been at the end of his tether and ready to join Lars in 
the world of endless sleep. He was exhausted yet even when he did sleep all he could see were the lights that 


followed them from one part of the city to another. 


In need of answers, he'd trawled through his contacts and had, in his opinion, landed the bullseye. Someone had 
been able to refer him to a branch of the FBI that dealt with paranormal phenomena. One call was all he'd 
needed to get through to a gentleman by the name of Fox Mulder. And they were, if a recent text message 


was anything to go by, now in the area and ready to see him. 


James lifted his head and looked at his reflection in a nearby mirror. He looked.. ill. Tired and drained with dark 


circles under his eyes. He only hoped that the people that were coming would have more answers than he did. 


Mulder pulled in to the hospital's parking lot. Other cars, all as inconspicuous as his, surrounded him. Stuffing 
his phone in his pocket, he got out and waited for Scully. Above them the night sky was still thick with cloud 


and, nearly overhead, he could see the flicker of the circling lights. 
"They don't stray far from here," he said. 
"Think they followed us?" 


They began to walk towards the brightly lit building, its stories arching in to the sky. Traffic roared along a 
nearby freeway and Mulder could smell the antiseptic scent of the hospital 


He shook his head. "Not followed us. Come to visit whoever's in this hospital." 


The hospital's receptionist examined their ID's before showing them to room 606. It was a quiet, private room 
away from the general hubbub of the hospital. There were very few people around and Mulder suspected that 
whoever was in the room had requested such a space. They wanted privacy and peace. Most of all, they 
wanted a place to process their thoughts. 


Gently he knocked on the door and listened as footsteps shuffled across a tiled floor. The man who opened the 
door was dishevelled, his short hair messy and his eyes ringed with bruises. Glasses were perched on his nose 


and tattoos littered his arms. His clothes looked rumpled and several days old. 


"Mr Hetfield?" Mulder held out his hand. "Special Agent Fox Mulder. And this is my partner, Special Agent Dana 
Scully." 


The man mumbled a "Hello" before shaking their hands and stepping away from the door. Mulder gestured for 
Scully to go in before he quietly followed her. 


The room looked as though it was being used as a home away from home. Take out boxes were stacked on a 
table. Electronics and an open book sat beside them. Mulder tilted his head to look at the book and raised an 
eyebrow as he did. Above Top Secret was a well known UFO primer and the copy on the table looked as though 
it had been well thumbed. 

"Mr Hetfield-" Scully started, 

"Please," the man wearily replied, "call me James." 


Mulder turned and walked to the window, placing the bed between himself and the rest of the room. 


"James, can you tell us what happened, please? Explain to us why we're here." 


From the window, Mulder could see the lights dancing through the clouds. They'd never stopped, nor 
disappeared. They just continued their slow spin as they reminded the world of why they were there. 


Mulder listened as James recounted his story. He thought that he'd heard everything but an abduction that 


had caused the abductee to be put in to a coma because of the after effects? That was unheard of. 


As James spoke, Mulder turned and looked down at the bed. The man that lay beneath the sheets looked 
painfully small and fragile and far younger than his forty years. 


"What do the doctors believe that it is?" Scully asked. 


"Some variant of schizophrenia," James replied "They say that's what the catatonic state is normally 
associated with. But they say that it could also be associated with post traumatic stress. Which, of course, | 
believe it is. However, my reasons for believing that are different to the doctors reasons. They don't believe 


that it was caused by-" Mulder listened as the taller man took a breath. 
"Aliens?" he filled in "What's the doctors explanations?" 


He stepped away from the bed and gave James his attention. The blonde man was slumped against the wall, his 
eyes turned down to the bed. The room was filled with the sound of hiss and purring of the machines. 


"That the aliens and UFOs are some kind of false memory that Lars is using to cover up exactly what 
happened and that the second bout of catatonia, the one that put here, was a repeat of what happened in the 
UK" 


"And what do the doctors believe happened?" Scully's voice was gentle and Mulder knew that she was trying to 
pry in to details that were probably somewhat sensitive. 


James shrugged and his fingers toyed with the rails of the bed. "They think it could be anything. Assault. Rape. 
But there were no signs of trauma. The doctors here re-examined everything that the UK hospital sent over 
and they couldn't find anything." 

"Have you had x-rays or an MRI done?" Scully asked. 

Mulder watched as James shook his head. "Only once. At the beginning." 

"But not since this happened for a second time?" 


"No. 


‘I'd recommend that you get another MRI done," Scully said. "Ill speak to them and tell them the abnormalities 
that they're looking for." 


"Which are?" Only now did James lift his head to look at the two agents. 

"Foreign objects that weren't there before," Mulder replied. "They're normally in the head or near to major 
arteries to make removing them more difficult. There could also be internal damage or scar tissue that wasn't 
there when the original scans were done." 


James's eyes were wide and something akin to panic flared through them. "Do you mean-" 


"Implants?" Mulder nodded. "Yeah, that's exactly what | mean" 
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Standing in a darkened room, Scully went over the scans. Print outs hung on a light box while the raw images 


rotated on a computer monitor. With a flick of a pen, she marked three red circles on three different images. 
Each of the circles held something that shouldn't be there. Something that had been artificially added to the 
body. 


James waited. There was nothing more that he could do other than sit and wait and hope and pray. The walls 
of the room felt as though they were closing in on him, the white paint becoming suffocating rather than 
relaxing. Exhaustion had settled in to his bones yet, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't rest. When he 
was younger he'd said that sleep was for the weak He wasn't weak; just strung out from trying to solve his 


partner's mysterious illness. 


Not that it was so mysterious. He believed he knew what was causing it. But no one that could help believed 
him. They had their own theories even though none of them lined up. Sure, the symptoms could point to an 
illness. But could they explain the way that Lars suddenly vanished? Could they explain the nightly visits from 
the lights? 


"Why us?" he murmured to the banks of machines. "Why not someone else?" 

The lights momentarily dimmed and the hum of the machines became quieter. For once, the changes didn't 
shock him and James looked at the window. The lights appeared to be brighter as though they were sinking 
from above the clouds. Their dance was as majestic and as precise as it always was. 

In the flicker of a thought, the lights returned and the whine of the hospital room returned to normal. Shaking 
his head, James got to his feet and peered down at the sleeping man. How long would Lars be held in a state of 
medicated sleep? What was happening in his brain? What was he seeing? Hearing? Thinking? Was he 
remembering what had happened and couldn't convey it? 

The sound of the door opening pulled James from his thoughts and he turned to see Scully walk in 

"Where's the other guy?" James asked. 

"Chasing lights." Scully laid several pieces of film on a table. "Please take a look at these." 

He did as she asked and pulled his glasses down to look at the minute cross sections of Lars's head. There 
were three red circles drawn on the images and, at the heart of each one, was a tiny dark mark no bigger 


than the head of a pin 


"Implants?" he asked. 


Beside him, Scully nodded. "Yes. One in the upper nasal cavity, one in the ear canal, and the final one is just 
above the right eye. That one interests me because it's not sitting beneath the skin" She looked at him, her 
face grim in the room's glaring light. "Its been placed inside the skull, beside the brain" 

James felt a shudder run along his spine. "But why?" 

"| don't know. | doubt Mulder knows. The only beings that would know are those that placed them there." 


"Can they be removed?" 


Scully looked at him and, in that moment, James knew that they were up against something that was far more 
complicated than he had ever imagined. "I'm in discussions with the surgeons to remove them. They don't know 


what they are and, if we can remove then, we'll take them to a lab for further analysis." 


If we can remove them. Five words that James hadn't wanted to hear and which so much hung on. With a lump 


in his throat, he nodded. 


"Thank you," he murmured. "For even attempting.’ 


For the second night in a row he stood out on the bridge. A breeze nipped at his ankles and ruffled the collar 
of his coat. Once more, the clouds were low and the lights danced among them, tempting people to go closer 
and investigate. He pondered hiring a plane and flying up to the craft. This was his chance to have a really good 
look at such a craft and it was an opportunity that he didn't want to turn down, 


"Mulder. It's good to see you again 

He turned and watched as a figure emerged from the mist that rolled from the bay and over the bridge. They 
were dressed in faded jeans and a long woollen coat. Their face had been weathered by time and they reached 
out to wrap their fingers around the metal railing of the bridge. 

"Dave," Mulder replied. "It has been too long. When was the last time?" 

"199b. Over twenty years, Mulder." 

Mulder fell silent and looked Dave over. The man had indeed aged. When Mulder had last seen him, Dave had 
been a spirited man in his late forties. Now he was pushing seventy. His hair was long and snowy white, yet 


still speckled with its former darker colour while his beard was neatly trimmed. 


Mulder smiled. "You look like Merlin” 


The man lifted his head and Mulder could see dark eyes that still twinkled with the knowledge of the universe. 
"Thanks. Not looking so bad yourself. Now, what have you hauled me away from the radio for?" 


"These." Mulder nodded towards the coloured lights. "I know that you've been following them. What do you make 
of them?" 


Despite his years, Dave still appeared to be lithe as he leaned against the cold railings. Mulder had met him 
back in the ‘40's at a paranormal convention. Dave knew more than he let on and had seen more than any 


other person Mulder had ever met. 

"Their continued presence is an indicator that there's more to their abductee than meets the eye." 

"Such as?" Mulder pressed. 

Dave shrugged, his eyes still on the Bay. "You know of the Hynek Scale." 

Mulder nodded. "Of course." 

"Recently more types have been added to the scale, most notably the eighth kind. Close Encounters of the 
Eighth Kind is when the connection is made with a human by a being from another planet because that human 
is of interest to that being or planet. The connection is then maintained over a lengthy period of time, in the 
months and years rather than minutes and hours. Your patient could be one of these contactees, chosen for 


reasons that cannot be fathomed by us." 


"But why this person and not the thousands, possibly millions, of other people who've had similar encounters?" 


Mulder asked. 


The sweet smell of a freshly lit cigarette filled the air and, from the corner of his eye, Mulder could see the 
glowing tip among the misty gloom. 


"Because how many of them have a craft all but knocking at their door every night?" There was the crackle 
of burning paper as Dave drew on the cigarette before he nodded towards the circling lights. "This person 


could be the key to us finally getting disclosure because you can't deny that this isn't something" 


Both men fell silent as they watched the extraterrestrial display above the Bay. Nothing like it had been seen 
before and Mulder wondered if they'd see anything like it again. 


Finally, Mulder asked, "What about you, Dave? How much longer are you going to stick around for?" 


Dave looked at him and, with mist tangling with his snow white hair, gave Mulder a knowing smile. "Couple more 
years. Then I'm going home" He paused and turned his attention back to the sky. "For good this time." 
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The corridor outside of the theatre was empty. With no viewing gallery to use to make sure that Lars was 


surviving the subsequent surgery, James had resigned himself to waiting outside and hoping for information 


The plastic chair was doing his tall frame no favours and James sat hunched over, his elbows resting on his 
knees as he stared at the green and cream speckled tiles that had been polished to within an inch of their 
lives. He absent-mindedly scuffed a sneakered foot back and forth, listening as the rubber soles squeaked 
against the floor. The overhead lights were harsh and James could feel the beginnings of a migraine picking at 
his brain. He winced and closed his eyes as he leaned back against the wall behind him. There was nothing he 


could do other than wait. 


Surgeons were attempting to remove the three minute implants from Lars's head. Two they were certain of 
being able to remove. The third, the one that was buried in his skull and beside his brain, was the one that 
they weren't sure that they would be able to remove. Scully was overseeing the surgery and, for that, James 
was grateful. From speaking to her, he knew that she knew what she was doing as well as what she was 
removing. She wanted to preserve the implants and have them analysed to see if they could discover exactly 
what they were. James hoped that, once they were gone, the visitations would stop and that the strange craft 
that hung over the Bay would disappear for good. 


Night had once more claimed the Bay Area and James could hear the storm through the corridor's windows. 
Lightning momentarily lit the cloud-thick sky and rain pattered against the glass. Needing to stretch out his 
weary body, James stood and walked the three steps to the opposite wall. Leaning against the window sill, he 
watched as drops of rain raced down the pane before disappearing into a collective pool at the bottom. Another 


bolt of searing light tore through the sky and, for a heartbeat, James saw it. 


It was there, above the clouds, its lights still pulsing through the storm. As big as several blocks, the slender 
disc slowly rotated as it continued its reign over the city. James felt his stomach lurch as more lightning 


illuminated the mostly hidden craft. 
It was there. 

It was real 

It wasn't a figment of his imagination. 


For the first time since everything had started, he took his phone from his pocket and connected to the 
internet. With shaking hands he searched for news stories concerning the Bay Area lights and was flooded with 
news, blog posts, and opinions. Photographs ate up valuable bandwidth as people posted to social media. There 
was a frenzy happening right beneath his nose as people tried to dissuade themselves that what they were 
seeing wasn't actually what they thought it was. Instead, they were telling themselves that it was a 


promotional tool for some unreleased film, or sky-bound decorations from some new club, or another launch 


from Vandenberg Air Force Base. 


But it wasn't a UFO. It could never be a UFO. Because that only happened in the movies. Besides, the 
government had told them time and again that little green men from outer space weren't real. And if anyone 


tried to go against the story then they were silenced, often permanently. 


James took another look out of the window and stared at the lights through the haze of rain and cloud. It was 
there and it was definitely real. 


The strip light above his head flickered and James frowned. The storm that was obviously beginning to pick up 
momentum. He kept his attention on the window and ignored the fizzing of the lights. He didn't even look when, 
one by one, they clicked off until the hallway was shrouded in darkness. He didn't need the light. All the light 

that he needed was outside, hanging in the sky. It was the light that contained the answers to what was going 


on. 


Answers: elusive little words that, when strung together, would convince his brain that everything that was 
happening had a reason behind it. Until he heard those words he would live in a perpetual state of waiting. 


A sound caused James to look up. He searched the never-ending darkness, searching for the source of bare 
feet walking along the tiled floor. Before him, the darkness appeared to shimmer as something moved through 


it. 
There's no need to fear me, James 


The words weren't spoken. Rather they appeared in his mind, fully formed and toned with a gentle and 
comforting lilt. But no matter how nice they sounded, James couldn't help but let his heart go in to free fall. 
His blood chilled and he felt goosebumps rise on his skin. 


"Who are you?" His voice felt as though it was catching in his now-dry throat. 
| have come to give you the answers that you seek 


The darkness appeared to part and a figure moved to stand before one of the windows. A bolt of lightning 
crashed through the sky and illuminated a tall, slender being with long, twig-like arms and a head that appeared 
to be too large for its body. James felt a shocked cry catch in chest, stopped only by his sudden inability to 
speak. 


James, there is nothing to fear. We are not here to harm you, nor are we here fo harm Lars. We would never do 
that. Unfortunately your people have made us into creatures of evil rather than equal beings They see us as 


incarnations of the demonic fairy tales that are told to you in your youth 


James felt himself shrink back into the chair as he stared up at the creature. Despite the warm tones of its 
voice, the figure still struck terror into his soul. Terror that, as the being had said, stemmed from the way 


that the human race had been lead to believe that anyone who wasn't human was evil. Yet humans had a lot 
more to answer for than someone from another planet. They'd waged war on one another, killing people of 
different skin colours, genders, and religions and for what? Because their book said that it was the right thing 
to do? And they'd done it without remorse or regret. Yet the being before him had come with a message. 
They hadn't come with violence or intimidation. They had walked out of darkness to bring words to him. Words 
that he'd been seeking for so very long. 


‘lm sorry for judging you," he murmured. 


That is okay. It is understandable. You have been lead fo beleve that we are creatures of death and vengeance. 
You should listen to your friend more. He has much to say but will not talk unless he is pressed, and for very good 


reason. 
"Which friend?" 


The gentleman from the agency. He knows that he will be ridiculed for the knowledge that he holds. Yet he knows 


others who have experienced far more than you are experiencing right now. 


James nodded to himself. The being turned from the window and, in the darkness, James could see two large 


pits that obviously made up the creature's eyes. 
May | sit with you? 


Polite. They were so polite. James wanted to believe that it was a ruse to buy his trust. But his gut feeling 
told him that the emotion that the being was displaying was entirely real. He nodded and shifted to the right so 
that the being may sit. It took two steps across the hallway and folded its tall frame in to the too-tiny chair. 


James had to smile at the almost comical image of an alien being with its knees almost beneath its chin. 
"Why are you here?" he finally asked. 


There are many reasons for our presence on your planet. Protecting you from yourselves is one of them. The 
being paused and, from the corner of his eye, James watched it study him. You are so very like children. You 
have grown and evolved so quickly and have been given technology far beyond your capabilities. Yet rather than 
use it for good, you persist in using it to threaten one another. If we can help fo prevent a mistake that you may 


one day regret then our job here is done, 


James nodded and lifted his head to look in to the being's eyes. Even in the gloom they shimmered like pools of 


oil and James could feel his fear slowly melting away. 
"What about Lars? Why have you been taking him?" 


You may think that his being taken is because we want to study you, just as you study other species. That could 
not be further from the truth We wish to exchange knowledge with you. To learn from one another and to pass 


on ideas in the hopes that those ideas will live on forever. Lars, like so many others, has ideas that far surpass 
what modern society says he should be thinking about. There are others like him and, without them, you would not 
have the technology that you currently do. The being's mouth twitched, almost as if it were trying to smile. At 
least some of that technology is now being used for good We regret giving you items that helped you to study 


nuclear fission 


James allowed himself to relax. He had so many questions and he felt like he had so little time in which to ask 


them. 
"They're removing the implants," he softly said. "Are you going to replace them?" 


The being shook its head and its eyes appeared to be a little downcast as if it almost regretted decisions that 
had been made in the past. 


We won't replace them. They have served their purpose and, as one of your friends as surmised, it is now time for 


them to be removed 
"What were they originally for?" 


Originally they were used for tracking We wanted to know where you went and what you did As time passed, so 
we began to use them in different ways. Monitoring thought patterns, memories, dreams, and many of your other 
functions 


Another fork of lightning tore through the night sky and, for a split second, the creature was lit in all its 
beauty. James marvelled at how something, from somewhere else in the universe, could walk among them. Yet 


the being's final words chilled him. 
| thought that you said that you didn't experiment on us?" 


Not experiment. Merely monitor. Much like when, here on Earth, you may have to wear a device that monitors 
your blood pressure, heart rate, or brain waves. We were doing the same. We were not faking samples or altering 
you in any way. Merely watching and observing. The results helped us to help you when passing on information. 
From them, we learned what caused stress and we adapted to be able to avoid that 


James could feel the worry riddling his soul. "What about Lars? How did you treat him?" 


Lars loves open spaces. He loves the sea and the hills. This is possibly due fo his heritage. Perhaps that's why you 
live where you do. We adapted our surroundings to him, making the interior of the craft appear to be an island in 
the middle of an ocean. We would sit on the beach and exchange ideas. There were times when he did not want to 


leave. 


"And thats when he went in to a catatonic state? Because he wanted to go back?" He could feel the sadness 


welling up inside of him. Someone, other than himself, had given Lars his deepest desire, forcing the smaller 


man to make a choice. Stay on Earth with the horrors that went with it. Or go and live in peace and harmony 
on an imaginary island in the sky. 


hdeed 
"Will it happen again?" 
Possibly. | am sorry. 


James nodded and swallowed around a lump that had formed in his throat. He knew that there would be many 


decisions to be made once Lars woke. 


He was about to ask another question when Scully's voice caught his attention. The being nodded to him and 
moved in order to melt back in to the shadows. 


"| don't know your name," he hissed. 
We do not have names in the same way that you do. Until next time, James. 


The being vanished as Scully walked towards him, disappearing in to the shadows from which it had first 
appeared. Scully sat beside him, a tight smile on her lips. 


"The surgery was a success," she said. "We're going to start waking him up so why don't you come in?" 


